4th giant tire crackers ilew to the sky, where McKinley's face appeared in gorgeous fiery colors upon a wooden frame, anil the American flag burned in llame against the darkness of the night.
In my childhood I never discovered whether those wonder talcs of flame pictures were true or not. No one whom I knew in the ghetto could really tell me why July 4th was singled out from all other days for special observance, least of all my own parents, No one could tell rnc why the flag burned against the sky.
Yet the American flag has always seemed to me a personal possession as if I had been its Betsy Ross.
Each day after school hours I went to Hebrew school; Hebrew school was in the kitchen of a friend of father's. We would sit, fourteen of us, about the table, I the only girl. In unison we read the Hebrew, in unison translated it. Our teacher was a.
